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A Small Introductory Note: 


This issue is dedicated to Jennie, for her guidance; to our staff, for their hard 
work; to our contributors, for their art; and to anyone who is doing the noble 
work of inspiring others on the path of creation by creating things them- 


selves. (And, of course, to our most crucial contributor, though they only 
arrived recently, Ebsen Malboeuf!) 





We on the staff this year felt that the layout of the mag would be best served 
by an order representing the decomposition of structure. Not in a 
frieghtening sense, but in a comforting one. The pieces are laid out, as judged 
by style and content, ascending from more ‘structured’ to more ‘chaotic.’ 
There is a comfort in entropy; in that slow slide into chaos, 

a slip from structure into the entropic embrace of the nonsensical. 
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What Strength In Buoyancy 


My dad taught me how to run faster 

by just taking bigger steps and stretching out my legs. 

I thought it must have been easier for him 

because he was a boy when he learned; every boy Id met so far 
was faster than me. I thought it was easier 

for him because he was tall. I thought it was easier 

because he was light, and he moved like the wind, 

and he never stopped going until he finished 

what hed begun. 


When I was born, my parents brought my star-chart 
to the witches who frequented the same woods 

as my father’s sisters, and they told me things 

I dont remember, except for how I had no water, 
only one earth, and the rest of me was all fire 

and air, and maybe this was why I never wanted 

to leave pools, rivers, throwing myself against 

the heaviness of lapping surfaces, eddies and currents. 


‘There were only two summers I could successfully jump 

off the high dive, and each one I dreamed of the heaviness 

of the water against my limbs, and how I could hang 

from the surface, simultaneously released and embraced 

by the roll and drift. It doesn’t always work like that; 

my heaviness stands me like a falling tree, and when I walk 

I tread the tips of avalanches. My dad still moves like the tide, 

he carries oceans like the moon. I used to watch him build fires, 
and he never tired of piling me on top of his wheelbarrow of wood, 
of picking me up to stack it all, and setting me back down again. 


Iris Newlin 





Untitled 
Nastia Webber 
Photograph 


The Difference in Two Mountains 


There is only one thing in this life worth being truly afraid of, and that 
is heights. It is not so much the distance from the ground that scares me, but 
the possibility of falling. To me, falling seems like the pinnacle of losing con- 
trol. Once you are off the ledge, there is nothing you can do to bring yourself 
back, there is only the race to the ground. Other than heights, I do not fear 
much. I have survived snakes and spiders and my parents’ messy divorce and 
come out stronger on the other side. The only thing worse than being afraid 
is admitting that there is a challenge you are unwilling to confront because 
just like falling is a loss of control, so is the realization that there is a challenge 
you cannot conquer. 

I was nineteen years old, studying abroad in southern Italy. The land 
was so fresh and green, and somehow so distinctly Italian. I had never left the 
United States so I jumped at the chance to get my passport stamped. I blew 
most of what I had in my meager savings account to roam a forgotten, often 
neglected part of Europe. As someone from an often forgotten, neglected part 
of America, being in southern Italy felt like being at home in Appalachia. 
Apparently, the comfort of a rural mountain knows no borders. They say that 
this part of the continent was broken off from Northern Africa. The trees 
looked like something I would have seen in the Serengeti with long, windy 
trunks and foliage that opened up towards the sky. Those trees were the first 
thing I remember seeing after leaving the airport in Rome. For some reason, I 
had never imagined that Italy would be home to anything more exotic than a 
poplar or maybe an oak. 

In the middle of our trip, my group had decided to go zip lining. I, of 
course, declined the invitation to zip line but went along to see a new part of 
Basilicata. So we left the small town of Bernalda where we were staying and 
went to the even smaller town of Castelmezzano. This town was home to one 
thousand people. We arrived on the day of someone’s christening. We saw 
nearly every citizen pouring out of the only church in town, smiling, laugh- 
ing, celebrating in the streets. The family of the christened baby was holding 
the infant, letting everyone coo over the child. There were gifts and ribbons, 
wine in disposable cups. Somewhere people had picked up sandwiches to eat 
in the square outside of the church. These people lived in a community in 
their little town carved into the side of their mountain. 

As we drove by the celebrations, I was sitting smack in the middle of a 
nine person van, second seat in the second row, the only passenger with no 
exterior wall to grab onto. Our professor's husband, and Italian native Fabio, 


was driving the van up a mountain to drop the group at their starting point. 
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The road was impossibly narrow and I could feel our little van getting closer 
and closer to the edge of the mountain. At this point, I was feeling anxious, 
so anxious that I closed my eyes and turned my brain off. We reached the top 
of the mountain only to find out that we had gone to the wrong place. Now, 
we had to drive back down. My brain switched on, and I couldn't turn it off. 

Pm gripping my seatbelt and my knuckles are turning white, my face 
is turning green, and everyone in the van is turning around to look at me. 

I must have looked like nauseous human tie-dye. We're fifteen days into a 
month-long program; no one has seen me look so primally fearful before 

now. I was always first to try new food, first to accept an offer to go to the 
bars, and even the first to try ordering breakfast in embarrassingly broken 
Italian. I feared nothing except stagnation. 

I was the youngest in my group, the only underclassmen, and the token 
risk-taker. Now my professor is turning around asking me if I’m going to be 
sick. 

“I dont really like heights,” I tell her and the rest of my group. 

Everyone is allowed to fear something. 

When I was younger, my parents would take my brothers and I hiking. 
We would spend weekends trekking through various parts of North Carolina, 
Virginia, and Tennessee to be rewarded with a careful precipice and a beauti- 
ful scene. I always refused to go near the edge of the mountain even though 
it meant I couldn't see the view we had spent all day chasing. I ruined many a 
family picture before my mother decided that we would go to Blowing Rock. 

We hiked all day and got to the top of the mountain; again I refused 
to go near the edge. My mom hunched down to meet me at eye-level; even 
though I was only eight or nine, we were almost the same size. 

“You can go see the edge, it’s safe to go near the cliff here,” my 
mother reassured me. I folded my little arms and refused to move. I had 
already discovered that adults are allowed to lie to kids, and I would be 
damned if I succumbed to a tricky adult fib. 

“No really, something special happened here. You can’t fall off the edge.” 
My mother begs me to go look at the plaque at the summit. I precariously 
move towards the big acrylic sign titled “History of Blowing Rock’ and begin 
reading about a miracle. Long ago, there was a love affair between a Cherokee 
and a Catawba. The tribes were at war, and the two could never be together. 
The man was called to battle, to destroy his lover’s tribe. He was so distraught 
that he ran off the edge of a mountain. He would rather die than take his 
lover’s life. The woman prayed to the Great Spirits to return her lover and so 
the winds picked up the man and blew him back to the top of the mountain 
where they were reunited with each other. 
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My mother promised me that some combination of the Christian God 
and the Great Spirit would protect me from falling. Being a Cherokee, she 
said, no harm could come to either of us on our own lands. The winds would 
pick us up and put us back on the mountain. 

Wikipedia tells us that the history of Blowing Rock is a false story, 
created to encourage white settlers to move to the area. Maybe the internet's 
favorite source is right. Wikipedia also claims that Jesus rose from the dead 
and healed the sick. I can’t understand the difference between the two stories. 
They both bring peace to members of my family, I have decided to live some- 
where between the two. 

Regardless of whether or not a Great Spirit launched a man back to 
the top of the mountain, I had relied on what my mother had told me that 
day. If I am on my own lands, no harm can come to me. I am protected by a 
greater force, call it god, great spirit, ancestors, or dumb luck. Try as I might 
to endanger myself, I had always escaped unscathed. There is something 
powerful about touching your ancestral home. This might be why my white 
friends spend thousands of dollars on trips to Ireland, Poland, Germany, or 
wherever else they might be from. But for people like me, all we have to do 
is step outside and disappear into the woods. I travel to the Smoky Moun- 
tains and walk barefoot in the dirt knowing that one of my ancestors did the 
same. Even after I put my shoes back on, I feel the overwhelming sensation 
of home. I can walk into any Appalachian wood and feel that I am part of the 
dirt and the wind; both of whom I love. Whether or not I imagine it I don’t 
know, but some days it feels like the dirt and the wind love me back. 

But now I am in Europe and the indigenous people of this land do not 
claim me. Their protective spirit is a Catholic God, with whom I am not well 
acquainted and will offer me no protection. I recount the story of Blowing 
Rock to the van full of white students and Italian Fabio as a way to explain 
my fear. For the first time in my life, I am without the protective promise of 
my mother, faced with the dangers of falling off of a mountain that is not my 
own. 


Delaney Martin 
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Forward 


Bonds broken for better, for a life happily lived 
I've taken many steps from the edge of my cliff 


My tale turns the sweeter, as these words flow clear 
New friends and professors, new souls to hold dear 


A maelstrom of chaos, one seething with strife 
Has been felled by the love of those new in my life 


Now we burn the old bridges and cut weathered ties, 
I need not twisted “friends” whose breaths are poisoned with lies 


I've made it from cracked hellscapes where the flames burn bright and high 
I arrive at shimmering meadows with tears in my eyes 


Joshua Osborne 
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Pins 


Another step down an endless road; 

my legs ache in a way that reaches my bones. 

My hands fidget with the coarse straps of the bag 
that hugged my shoulders. 

My fingertips run the ridges created by seams 
until a sharp pinprick catches my skin. 


My rucksack is covered in enamel pins. 


Some are chipped, the color fading from their designs. 
They were found and kept on adventures years ago. 
Others still have perfectly polished paint, 

something more recent from my wanderings 

that I added to my collection. 


The back has fallen off one, a drop of crimson spilled. 


Of my paling antique badges, there is a cat. 
Her fur was once a beautiful calico. 

She sits on my left shoulder; 

her green eyes watch over me 

like those of a guardian angel 

as I begin my newest expedition. 


Among the shiny, new additions, 

there is a pair of trapeze artists. 

They hold on tightly to one another, 

refusing to break eye contact 

on the bar that swings them back and forth. 
They sit close to my right hip, 

pushing me further and further with every swing. 


Angela Nelson 
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Piggy No. 2 
Alys Parker 
Monoprint 
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Untitled 
Nastia Webber 
Photograph 


Reply to Christopher Marlowe's “It lies not in 


our power to love or hate” 


It’s true. 

It lies not in our power to love or hate, 

For will in us is overruled by fate. 

Our choices are where we begin, 

At times one loses, the other time one wins; 
Light and Dark will always affect 

Both sides of our personality in respect: 

We know the reason; let it suffice 

We look too much by our eyes. 

Through the eyes, love is slight; 


Love is more than what happens at first sight. 


Cadye Cook 
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Mutiny 
Inspired by “Indictment of Senior Officers” by Sharon Olds 


There were some winter mornings my senior year 

When the two of us would drive in silence, 

Listening to the crunch of the broken heating 

And the alternative rock sizzling out of my makeshift audio player. 
I absolutely refused to listen to her classical Corsican harp music. 
We were always different in that way. 


I was the dandelion and she was the crocus. 
I was born small and hairless, screaming. She was plump 
with black fuzz, 


Laying quietly in the incubator, letting the world come to her. 
Sometimes, the drive would widen our gap, 
As she sat smiling beatifically, gazing at the snow like she knew all its secrets. 
In response, I drove too fast and guzzled coffee like I was being paid for it. 
But on very special days, she would turn to me with a wicked grin, 
Meaning we could begin the ritual of shit-talking our parents, 
Heads thrown back, laughing maniacally till the tears froze on our face, 

Eyes sparking with rebellion. 


Maira Vandiver 
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Stage Four 


Content notes: medical trauma, death 


They call it the red devil for a reason—it pushes the God out of you 
or it makes you an angel, but she has fought worse demons—Jesus, 
she’s the new Job. God asks, “how much does it take to break a soul-filled 


sixteen-year-old?” and she spits in His face, smiling, seething. 


See—she’s used to swallowing violence and still surviving, so she'll take sour 
supplements, anti-septic soaked skin-sweats seeping with sleeplessness, 
swelling, stinging skin—splitting lungs parting red-sea Moses where the 
cancer lives. She’s all strength, she delivers everyone she meets from weakness. 


When she speaks, her syllables spill sunshine like stained-glass southern-bap- 
tist windows on sky-streaked Sundays, shaking the room the same way good 
gospel makes the walls hum. Shes all grace, singing through struggle, so when 
her voice breaks, fear-filled, I look up at the sky— 


Threaten God for the first time—tell Him if she dies young I will sever 

each word of scripture from my tongue, shatter every Christian’s knees so no 
believer 

can kneel for Him, scream so loud I deafen all caring church choirs from 
hearing holy hymns. 

Reverse-baptize my body, rinse my skin of sacred, drench myself in sin. 


Her grace has to get her more than a St. Jude’s hospital room—please God 
treat her 

better than Your other saints, let her live long, happy, I will give You 
everything. I 

have always been in Your hands, but now I feel them closing around 

my throat. You see, if You kill her, You choke the spirit out of everyone she’s 
ever touched. 


Emma English 
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The Artist’s Farewell 


I heard a saying once, that when artists die, 
the Sun God, Apollo, gives them the chance 
to paint the sky one last time 

in an effort to give solace to the earth 

after the loss of such a creative soul. 

That’s why when the sun sets, 

vibrant hues of purple, red, orange, and yellow 
streak across the sky and blend together. 

The Moon Goddess, Artemis, cherishes them too. 
So, in the darkest places of the world, 

she lets dancers enter her realm 

and waltz their paths among the stars 

to the melody of their favorite songs. 


Angela Nelson 
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Lonesome Traveler 
Perseus Atlas 


Photograph 
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Bipolar Blasons 
Content notes: Depression, objectification, self-loathing, body horror 


l. Your eyes are two crystal balls, 
Through which the future looks bright. 
Your smile reflects your radiant beauty; 
Paraselene-framed moonlight. 

Each breath you draw is the rustling of trees, 
And the gurgling of streams. 

Your hips hide the potential for life, 
Discarded and abandoned riverbed fisheries. 


II. Your breasts are scar tissue in waiting, 

‘The fissures that have yet to erupt, 

Your hair encroaches too far, 

Like the forests we corrupt. 

Your feet are weary and your heart is screaming, 
The trees are about to fall. 

I hate that I want to throw the pieces remaining, 
Down salmon waterfalls. 


III. My breasts are molehills that may one day be mountains, 
My voice carries messages like birdsong, 

My eyes’ dull luster glistens: fountains, 

Of oil in rain under a car still too long. 

My hair is the vines across a portcullis, 

Over a crimson flesh tunnel gate, 

I pray my voice is not the warning signs put up, 

After it is already too late. 


IV. My neck is unstable ground, 
My feet are beehives, 

The buzzing is constant but distant, 
Quieted only when I die. 

My stomach is a thicketed ravine, 
As is my perineum, 

I keep myself sewn together, 

So you cannot see them. 


Ainsley Kalb 
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Chair 

Tim McElroy 

Wood Sculpture 
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Polystyrene Jesus 


I heard, Daddy Jim, you grew up so dirt poor 
That you ran out of gas while eloping with Nonny. 
Is that why you made your fortune in oil? 
Watching the ground scream as your machines 

slit its skin, liquid gold snaking round your head 
in an oozing crown. Is that why you built 

the McDonald’s Playplace, 

Dollar menus nibbling at the last coins of the residents 
Who still live in your old neighborhood? 

Maybe that’s why you joined the megachurch, 
Where a plate is passed around for 

Southern Baptist segregation. 


Every Thanksgiving, we make the annual pilgrimage 
To your gleaming mansion, polished down to its bones. 
Always greeted by a pristine hickory nut cake 

And the smell of languid suspicion. 

We thank God for our dinner and proceed to consume 
Palm oil stuffed in the carcass of the American spirit. 
This precarious empire was built 

By burying your own family alive. 

If you follow the maze of the house to its dying center, 
You can find my cousin, pregnant out of wedlock. 
They have sealed her in a sepulcher of sacrilege. 


There is a polystyrene Jesus on the nightstand of the guest bed. 
His stoic stillness is unnerving. 
I wonder if his plastic pupils can weep. 


Maira Vandiver 
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Sobriety and Other Myths 


We watch as your mouth rots, 
all smoke-stained teeth, yellowed 
words, sticky, dripping heat. 


We wanted an angel, 
holy son or daughter, 
rising, not this swimming 
in remains of glory, 

viscid puddles of wax, 
poor Icarus's death. 


No resurrection just 
rehabilitation. 

Your “sorries” are not bleach. 
You'll never be all white 
again. We wanted your 
body drenched in feathers, 


Eyes reflecting God, not 
dense, heavy-seeded haze - 
red veins dragging you down. 


Why are you so weighted? 
We became light for you. 
The perfect sun, so bright. 


All you had to do, child, 
was not fly close enough 
to melt, to be swallowed. 


Emma English 
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Soft Pixels 
Alys Parker 
Cross-stitch 
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There is a place that remembers everything 
and loves you all the more 


In the infinite library there is a record of everything you've ever done: 
your first baby smile, the half-laughed words 

of Monday’s spilled rice pudding, 

your least thought-out high school presentation, 

and all the intervening participles you've since forgotten all 

tallied up next to the 2nd grade pottery. 

In the infinite library, which is spinning cautiously 

on its axis, there are loving reproductions 

of all the dinosaur bones you drew as a child, 

all the unsent text messages your phone forgot, a round stack 

of all the conversations that made you the happiest you've ever been. 
The infinite library isn’t all about you, of course, 

it’s much too big. But it’s nice to know 

it cares about you, too. 

Anything that large must really really 

care quite a lot. 


Harper Reese 
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As Delightful as a Flower 


Doris ensured that her days were filled with her being out and about, 
because she didnt like lingering in her house where her late husband had 
died. When he died, she went out and bought a new bed, a new dining table, 
and refurbished the entire bathroom to dispel the memory of his body, yet an 
odd, ghostly feeling still lingered. Even tending to her beloved garden didn't 
completely take her mind off of him. Flowers reminded her of her late hus- 
band. 

The townspeople were fond of saying Doris was their own personal 
Snow White. She was kind to everyone, always had a smile on her face, flow- 
ers seemed to bloom as she passed, and the animals circled pleasantly around 
her as she walked. Doris paid no mind to the rumors as she was always 
focused on her daily routine. Since her husband died, she filled her days with 
enough activities to keep her out of the house where she would always feel an 
eerie chill in the air. 

Her days began at the local bakery, where she went in for a hot choco- 
late, a small pastry, and to pay for the three customers behind her. The famil- 
iar jingle chimed as Doris walked in, and she paid no mind to those loitering 
by the door, waiting for her to go in so their order would be free. Doris kept 
her attention on the barista. 

“Good morning!” Doris chirped out, bright and jovial despite the early 
hour. 

“Good morning, Doris, the usual?” The young barista asked, already 
moving to fulfill her order. 

“Yes, yes, and I would like to pay for the three people in line behind 
me as well.” Doris graced everyone with a sweet smile, turning behind her 
and gesturing for the next customer to order. Doris waited for them to order 
before sliding forward to pay again. 

“I can’t believe you do this every morning,” the barista said as he moved 
to fulfill the influx of orders. “Do you ever get tired of being so nice to people 
when others are never that nice back?” 

“You must put out what you wish to receive,” Doris lectured the young 
boy, excited that someone wanted to understand her actions. “I wish for 
kindness and good fortune to be brought upon me, so that is what I put out 
into the world.” 

The barista looked baffled and a bit skeptical at her answer, but never- 
theless handed her the order. As she left the bakery, she sipped slowly on her 


drink while scanning the streets. If she came across a homeless person on her 
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walk through town she would give them her pastry, but if she reached her 
destination without stumbling across anyone she would keep it for herself. 
Sadly for Doris, the homeless population was booming in town. 

On most days, she went straight from the bakery to work at a therapist’s 
office. She worked as a secretary, in charge of signing people in and keeping 
the paperwork in order. When there were lulls in the work day, she sometimes 
snuck a peak at the therapists notes on the different clients. Doris knew it’s 
wrong to be nosy, but it became a habit to check patient files around the time 
of her husband’s death. It became very important to be knowledgeable about 
the people around her. She always wished she had been more knowledgeable 
about her own husband before his death. 

After work, Doris stopped at the daycare center to help look after kids 
for a few hours. Although Doris puts in more hours than some of the regular 
employees, she refused to be paid for her services and insisted she needed 
nothing in return for her time. When she was younger, Doris used to hate 
children, and she and her husband never had any of their own. However, as 
a widow, Doris began volunteering at the daycare center because it was the 
right thing to do. The center was horribly understaffed and underfunded, the 
equipment in disrepair, and the afternoon snacks meager and lacking. Doris 
was one of the only volunteers that showed up regularly, so the kids had taken 
to calling her Aunt Doris. 

“Aunt Doris! Aunt Doris!” The kids chorused as she walked in, “Please 
tell us a story!” 

“Well, what kind of story would you like to hear today?” Doris asked 
as she settled into a chair. The children quickly came and sat near her feet, 
surrounding her with boundless energy and curiosity. 

“I want to hear an adventure story, Aunt Doris. Do you know any?” A 
young girl with pigtails and a gapped tooth smile called out. Doris graced her 
with a gentle smile before agreeing to tell them a story to keep their atten- 
tion captured. She began spinning a sinister story about an evil wizard and 
a vengeful princess who went out to kill the wizard. She took the children 
through twists and turns, making each child engrossed in the gruesome tale. 
As she told her story, Doris thought about her late husband again. He was 
similar to the wizard in her story—not evil per se, but very good at manipu- 
lating others to get what he wanted. She was no princess, nor was she one to 
hold a grudge, but Doris liked to think of herself as passionate about justice 
and always eager to correct the wrongdoings of others or herself. Doris con- 
tinued spinning the story, flashes of her late husband and herself appearing in 
her mind as she narrated. 
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Near the end of the story, one of the staff members entered the room, 
eyes widening in shock as she listened to the innocent old lady spin her tale. 

“The princess came upon the wizard’s lair and found him asleep. With- 
out hesitation, she took a sword and cut off his—” 

“Snack time!” The staff members interrupted. The kids formed a horde 
and stampeded towards the snacks. “Ms. Doris, you are a wonderful volun- 
teer, but I wish you would make your stories a bit more appropriate for chil- 
dren.” The lady sighed, shaking her head disapprovingly at the volunteer. This 
was not the first time Doris had been caught telling the children a particularly 
gruesome story. 

Ms. Doris, unwilling to admit she had done anything wrong, simply 
shot the woman a wry smile. “It is never too early to learn to fight your own 
battles. And besides, the children love my stories, particularly the ones when 
the villain dies.” 

After the daycare, Doris always made sure to stop by the gardening 
store. As an avid flower enthusiast, she had a good relationship with the own- 
er of the store as well as a large array of flowers in her backyard. Even when 
she didn't need to pick anything up for her plants, she always made sure to 
stop in and say a kind word to the man behind the counter. 

“Hello, sir,” Doris said as she entered the gardening store, “How was the 
shop today?” 

“Oh, Ms. Doris! The shop was the same as usual, but I did get in anoth- 
er shipment of those bloodroot flowers you love so much.” 

“Oh, that is wonderful, but Pm up to my elbows in bloodroot. Ever 
since my husband passed, I have no one to share them with and they just 
seem to be overrunning the house,” Doris replied, the smile never leaving her 
face. 

“Of course, I should’ve known,” the owner said with a chuckle. Doris 
rarely bought any new plants at the store anymore, and mostly drifted in for 
the conversation. “Well, I did read an interesting article today about some 
common flowers that are actually poisonous for humans. Apparently, a couple 
was trying to make homemade tea and accidentally poisoned themselves!” 
The owner eagerly shared, concerned about Doris doing this too as she had a 
boundless garden and seemingly endless time. 

Despite the owners caution, Doris laughed off his worry. “I am not one 
to eat flowers, even if they smell appetizing. I gave up trying to make my own 
tea a long time ago.” Seeing the shop owner’s puzzled expression, Doris con- 
tinued, “My late husband loved my homemade teas, it was the only reason he 
let me keep my garden. Without him drinking my tea, I have no one to share 
it with. But making tea for my husband did teach me which flowers were 
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poisonous, especially the ones you wouldn't expect. That's a mistake you only 
make once.” Doris finished with a light chuckle. 

The owner laughed, chuckling at himself and his overprotective warn- 
ing. “I should have known you already knew about poisonous flowers Ms. 
Doris. I feel like you know more about plants than I do.” 

At night, Doris poured herself a generous glass of wine and sat on her 
back porch to watch the stars. A long time ago she used to do this with her 
husband, but as they had grown older, he had scoffed at her when she took 
pleasure in simple things. He didn’t understand how she could be content 
looking at stars or planting flowers in a garden. Her late husband was a very 
materialistic man who enjoyed fancy cars, glittering watches, and the like. 
When he died, Doris had taken all of his flashy things and sold them, donat- 
ing the money to the hospital for research. 

As she sat on the porch with her wine, she took out her late husband’s 
journal and thumbed through it. He had begun his journal by request of his 
therapist, but religiously wrote in it every day even after he stopped seeing the 
therapist. The tattered leather-bound book held two years of his thoughts and 
memories. By now, she had it mostly memorized, but it was cathartic to flip 
through it. She passed the entries where he talked about his job, his mother, 
and his siblings, landing on the pages where he talked about his hatred for 
Doris’ flower garden and especially her bloodroot. This went on for multiple 
pages, until he began talking about his mistress and how he was going to 
leave Doris to be with the new woman instead. Doris smiled as the entries 
abruptly stopped. 


She always watered her flowers before going to bed. 


Juliana Hubbard 
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Anxieties 


Content Notes: Anxiety, depression, violence, objectification, body horror 


Is there a god/ 

Am I safe from that god/ 
Did I do what I had to/ 
Did I do what I had to? 


Three two clocks over Baghdad 

Ugly-step geese waddle over the viscera of trees 

Winter has arrived in what was once the heart of the county 
And of the patient whose lungs have been 

Filled with miasma and bile for decades 


Tiny droplets of hope in a slurry of hate 
Mechanical tick-tock men slip through city alleys 
The women they leave behind are just bones 

And muscle and skin and cartilage 

And so many bacteria 

Crawling 


The scissors that fell Robin Hood cut open the pages 

Of a book that had already been erased by time 
Defacement is not a crime in the eyes of sleeping watchers 
I am not alone in thinking this—surely. 


Just as the sea meets the sky meets the land 

The meat hangs from racks and chains 

Iron Maiden plays in the background, then 

Joy Division—why do we name ourselves after abominations? 


Hahahaha the laughs are not targeted 

But radiated like vile sunlight 

Across a frozen expanse that will not feel warmth 
Until it is too late and the world is fucked. 
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The spiders weave webs of dead links 
Weak links in a chain of lies 

We tell ourselves 

Helpful or harmful 

Healthy or pathological 

The lies pile up all the same until 
The truth is a stranger to fiction 


There is nothing left but memories 
And fears hopes fears for the future 


Ainsley Kalb 
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Palace of Sathva 
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Jealous Gods 


Say what you will about monotheism, but I’ve 

had it with these jealous gods. Assign your hearts 

to the empty altar and the crackling box and they will 
sign your name under each commandment they issue 
youre not going to heaven you could be going 

to heaven heaven is a wild place youll need this flame 
thrower heaven isnt real nobody wears that in heaven 
There was an age where I took worship 

like raspberries and rolled it whole 

between my teeth. Sometimes I still find 

the seeds, little bloody dots in my gums. 

Starving. My legs are too hollow to tremble before 
the altars without rattling, so I sit at the back 

of rooms. They're ruling in tandem and pantheon, 

so they take turns talking, one to shout at our 
collective bag-packing so the next one can shout 
because we're late. Built the world in seven years 

of unrelenting construction, prison blueprint 

for chasing unbelievers down the empty halls. 


How long do we live here? I’ve heard tell 

of the kid who ended Hitler Day in English, 

how he took all the candy out of the bowl, even though 
he hadn't been sorted into the Nazi group, and threw it 
to the others. We remember his words; No god but us, 
the god of our own hearts, we who know truth 

and respect. Sour patch kids? 

Assembly, we all line up in the gym. They scream, 

and we snap to attention like so many old rubber bands. 


Iris Newlin 
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Big Red Balloon 


We stole a yellow and white beach towel from Mom’s clothesline; the 
damp river air hadnt let it dry anyway. It was a big towel, and Graham and 
I needed it. That morning, we had chosen a 25 cent balloon at the Piggly 
Wiggly checkout while Mom was paying for Duke’s mayonnaise. Let me tell 
you, a 25 cent balloon in 1974 is one whopper of a balloon for a 14 year old. 
This sucker was fire engine red and when we finished filling it with cold water 
from the garden hose, that water balloon was watermelon-sized. It was huge! 
We needed that beach towel to handle it. Rocking back and forth in the towel 
between us you could see the air bubble jump like a dancer as we held the 
four corners, it looked like a fat man in a hammock, or a corgi belly up on 
the bed. 

Graham and I wandered aimlessly up and down our dead end dirt road 
with the loaded hammock between us when we saw our friends Stevie and 
Jim. The idea crossed our minds to hit them with it, but throwing Big Bertha 
at them seemed like a waste of our 25 cents, and, besides, they may know a 
better target. Looking hard at the load in our towel, they were impressed. 

“Sling it at the telephone pole!” Stevie blurted. 

“Drop it from the porch!” Jim chimed in. 

Clearly, they had no idea what to do with our one shot wonder, and 
soon fell in line with our wandering. As the four of us walked the dirt road 
towards town, the sun began to set. We took turns holding a corner of Mom’s 
towel talking about what we should do with the huge water balloon. “Throw 
it’ seemed to be our consensus, just not at some dumb sister or a parked car, 
it had to be a worthy target. 

It was full on dark that early Saturday night when we saw car lights 
turning the corner down at the T-bone, heading our way. You could hear the 
twang of country music over the rumble of the big block V8 in the jacked up 
Chevy Nova. All the windows were down and there were four in the car, two 
in the front and two in the back, all sitting close...a Saturday night double 
date! A slow roll of the back roads! Perfect! Our excitement leaped as we 
looked at each other. 

We stayed back in the shadows near the start of a dirt side street and 
waited by some bay bushes that hid the four of us from the headlights. 
Graham and I got ready, swaying that big red balloon in the beach towel. As 
the Nova slipped up slow we could tell the couples were looking for a Lov- 
ers Lane or maybe just cruising. The guy driving had one elbow out of the 
window with his girl sitting real close in the middle of the seat. The two in 
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the back seat were squished together into the opposite corner of the car like a 
ham sandwich at the bottom of a lunch bag. 

Graham and I cradled that balloon laying in the towel like we had the 
arms and legs of a mutinous sailor, and, on the count of three, gave a 
heave-ho that sent that red balloon sailing through the air sideways like a 
giant loogie. The swirling water balloon almost separated like two bowling 
balls trying to get out of a pair of bright red pantyhose. That thing twirled 
along in slow motion dang near separating before it went right in the 
drivers window, wrapped around the driver’s head, and burst into a three 
gallon shower of surprise! Graham and I looked at each other in amazement. 
This was awesome! 

About that time, the driver stomped on the brakes while somebody in 
the car screamed like a toddler. Graham and Stevie went flying down the side 
road silhouetted by a street light in the distance. Jim looked and me and said: 
“I caint run.” 

Stunned, I knew he was right. Jimmy had survived heart surgery that 
spring, and all summer we had to throttle back our adventures to fit his 
recovery. “No running ALL summer!” was his mom’s constant battle cry. 
When shirtless, you could see the scar lying on his boney chest like a night 
crawler on a cup lid. I couldn't just run off and leave him to the wrath of the 
rednecks, though I thought about it. Hed get caught quick since his white 
curly hair glowed like Grandpa's birthday cake and he couldn’ run and all. 
We ducked into the bay bushes, crouched down, and I covered his white head 
with my dark tee shirt. This had to work. 

From our hidey-hole I could see the guy get out of his car soaking wet, 
Jim’s head was under my shirt. “What happened, Bubba?” came out of the 
back of the car. 

“I dont know, Jeremy,” Bubba said, shaking water right next to us, 
“Something big and red ‘bout torn my head off!” He was looking down the 
dirt road after Graham and Stevie. He had no idea he coulda just donkey 
kicked and hit the two of us hiding in the bushes. “Come back here! We 
wont do nothin!” he yelled, and then muttered, “But beat yer butts, ya little 
son of a bitches.” I squeezed Jimmy’s bright white head under my shirt and 
promised to never ever make a big water balloon and throw it at someone 
bigger than me. My dumb sisters seemed like a much better target at the 
moment. 

“C'mon, Bubba, let's go, I’m scared,” date night whimpered. 

Bubba cursed and sputtered. "C'mon back, boys! We won't do nothin!” 
Turning to his girl he said, “Dang it, Effie, Pm wet as hell. You got a towel?” 

Jeremy and his girl began to laugh and Bubba, fuming, got in the car. 
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“Seat is wet too, damn it.” 

Effie scooched way over. They drove off, leaving Jim and I safe in our 
hiding place. After a while, we walked home through backyards staying off 
the road in case the Nova circled back. 

Stevie and Graham made it home eventually, we never saw the Nova 
return to our dead end dirt road. We all finished the summer telling one 
another tall tales of the big red balloon, but not Jim’s mom. He did just fine 
recovering from his surgery. I learned my lesson, I have refrained from big red 
balloons. But BLUE ones? Ohh yeah. Blue ones work good too. 


William Basnight 
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Gears of Joy 


Tim McElroy 


Wood Sculpture 
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Guardian Clocks of the Bookstore 


An array of pendulum clocks swing 
out of sync on the walls. None 
have the correct time. No two are 
the same. They guard the spirit of 
the store as sure as time itself. 


The shark clock with regurgitated fish bones 
swinging inside its jaw watches over the 
doors, greeting customers with a toothy grin. 
No one usually spares him a glance. 


The sun clock has a melancholy cloud swinging beneath its 
brilliance and watches over the registers where the employees 
have more fun than they’re supposed to and pretend to be 
knowledgeable about where things reside in the mess. 


The giraffe clock with its head swinging low 

between its legs watches over the kid’s room 

where glitter explodes and books are eaten, not read. 

It daintily picks up the mess with its teeth after closing. 


The dog clock with its bone swinging near its tail only comes 

out on Fridays along with the ukulele for story time. It swings 

in time to the haunting tune of Itsy Bitsy Spider and springs from 
the wall if the children dont join in to sing the song. 


The lion clock with its tail swinging low 

prowls around the nonfiction books to ensure 
they’re selling, pouncing on those that collect dust. 
Its roar coaxes customers to the section. 


The elephant clock, trunk extended, chases a peanut 
swinging below its feet while guarding the stairs 
down toward the basement, trumpeting to alert 
employees if unknowing customers get too close. 


No clock guards the basement, for anything terrifying 
gets locked in the cage and forgotten about. 
The skeleton clocks are still rotting there. 


Juliana Hubbard 
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Flying Back to the U.S. 
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they drank the rain and grew sweeter every day 
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How to Write a Fairy Tale Poem 


So you want to write a poem about a fairy tale, huh? 

Well, first thing you gotta do is enter the void of imagination. 
Forget reality and logic. 

Enter a world of magic. 

You land on a road made of lavender sand and you walk. 

You stroll along and admire the towering mushrooms 

and the inch tall pines. You meet an ogre and ask him 

if he has a tale to tell, something interesting to write about. 
He's walking home to his family after a long day of pillaging, 
nothing else. 


You continue on and pass a ship traveling up a creek. 

You call to the captain, “Have you a tale to tell?” 

She calls back that it has been a dull day of catching mermaids. 
Only one hundred and seventy eight mermaids caught to feed her ship’s 
families. You wave goodbye. 

A swarm of fairies encircles you and tears out some of your hair. 
‘They use it to make nests high up in the mushrooms. 

You can spare a few strands. 

As your adventure continues, you stumble upon a village of mice. 
After you apologize for crushing multiple homes, you ask them 
if they have any stories they might share. 


“No stories here, only struggle and pain,” say the mice. 

You continue on. A bear carrying a gold bag walks up to you 

asking for directions to the closest castle. 

He says he has a story to tell the king and queen. 

“A story?” you say. “I have been searching for a story. 

I do not know the way to any castle, but may I join you in your search?” 
“Yes,” said the bear, “as long as you do not touch my gold bag.” 

You both continue together and meet a very large snail 

eating shoes, but not the shoelaces. 

“Excuse us,” said the bear, “but do you know the way to the nearest castle?” 
The snail stares at you and the bear. 


It responds, “Yes, take this shoelace, it will lead you there.” 
You take the shoelace and it slithers from your hand to the ground. 
You follow it. 


43 


After an unknown amount of time, you stop at a river. 

The bear is thirsty and leaves you to watch his gold bag. 

You follow his instructions not to touch it. 

You, the bear, and the shoelace continue your journey to the castle. 
It stands very tall, so tall, you cannot see the top. 

The shoelace kisses you goodbye on your bare ankle and leaves. 
The bear knocks. 

The door opens by folding down to the floor and you both walk in. 


Seven and a half guards lead you to the king and queen. 

‘The bear speaks to the royalty sitting together on a wide throne. 
“My dear king and queen, I have a tale to tell you. 

It is here in my gold bag. 

It is full of the most magical twists and turns. 

It will give you answers to your most important questions. 

It has monsters, beautiful women, and evil boxes. 

It cures bald spots and even has a recipe in it. 

It is a tale no one could possibly dislike. 

Please, sir and madame, let me tell you my most exciting tale!” 
You wait for an answer. 


‘This is the tale you have been searching for. 

It’s just in reach, in the bears hand. 

The king whispers to the queen. 

The queen giggles nonchalantly. 

She says, “Nah, we are good. 

We don't care about tales, but we would love a bear stew!” 

‘The guards trap the bear. 

The bag has fallen and rolled toward the base of the throne. 

The king and queen laugh as the bear is stabbed with knitting needles. 
You run and grab it while everyone else is distracted by the bear’s terrible 


shrieks. 


Once you are a safe distance away with no one around, you open the bag. 


Inside, are a few dead mice, strands of hair, and black scales. 
Nothing interesting. 

Just the usual crap left unnoticed 

when your mind was absorbed in something else. 


Elizabeth Bell 
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Shun the Bandersnatch 
After Lewis Carrolls “Jabberwocky” 


Lock the doors and dim the lights 

For night is now a time of fright 

The earth shakes and shivers in fear 

And all the humans hunker to hear 

The booming footsteps echoing loud, 

The guttural snarls ringing proud, 

‘The sinister scraping from razor-sharp claws 
Akin to the gnashing that comes from the jaws. 
Those who are brave enough to sneak a peek 
Will not be delighted by what they seek, 
‘The towering colossus of anger and pain 
Likes to snatch flesh and leave only a stain. 
The Bandersnatch lives to generate terror 
And does not give mercy for human error. 

It is nothing like the Jabberwock, 

You cannot survive long enough to talk. 

If your curiosity should continue to burn, 
The monster will ensure you'll never return. 


Run, hide, and dont make a sound, 
Or the beast will make sure your body isn’t found. 


Juliana Hubbard 
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Atlantian Picnic & Broadcast Booth - Above 
D. Wolsham Whittleshire 
Illustration 


Potentiality 


I knocked against the moss-covered door and leaned against the patio. 
The sun glistened off the white of the house. Even through my sunglasses, 
it stung to look at. I shoved my hands down the pockets of my jacket and 
tapped my foot against the concrete of the patio so hard I thought I might 
add to its cracks. The summer heat was starting to dry out my skin, much 
as it had the sun-bleached walls of the house. My only relief came when my 
partner pulled the cigarette out of his mouth and tossed it to the ground. 
This guy had better answer soon. 

“Strange his family wouldntve checked on him before calling the po- 
lice,” Lionell said. He kicked the exhausted cigarette butt into the browning 
grass. His voice was gruff for his age. He didn’t yet have white hairs poking 
in through the black, and his uniform fit him snugly rather than sagging like 
mine. He fiddled with his badge as if he hadn't worn it for three years now. 

I took a deep breath after the smoke subsided and sighed, “His closest 
relative lives two states away, and his sister, the one that called us, is in Cana- 
da.” 

I wrapped my hands around the key in my pocket. It was the only 
communication we received from his parents. It was already greasy with 
sweat, so it took me a moment more than I would have preferred to turn the 
lock. “Alright, now Im obligated to warn you to be careful, Lionell,” I said. 
“Any number of things could prevent a man from opening his door, and if 
the worst were to have happened, we don't want to tamper with any potential 
evidence.” 

Lionell pulled at the cuff of his jacket to circulate air and nodded. With 
confirmation, I nudged the door open. The first thing I saw were the paint- 
ings. The room was covered top to bottom with them. The furniture was 
ordinary, a cheap TV set, beige carpet and a sofa for one, but the paintings 
were extraordinary. The colors were so bright it was as if I had stepped inside 
a kaleidoscope. There were portraits, landscapes, and still lives, all weaved 
together along the walls like the rainbow quilt my grandmother made me. 
Many were rendered so realistically they might have been photographs, while 
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others were abstract or in styles completely their own. Whoever lived here 
must have been quite the collector. And one of obscure works too. The collec- 
tion was impressive, but this many became tacky. 

Lionell whistled. "Td expect a rich loner type to live in a fancier house,” 
he said. 

“He may not want to draw too much attention,” I suggested. 

“What a waste,” he said. He walked up to a painting and smirked, “Hey, 
you think if the guy’s dead, the department will let me keep one?” He started 
to pull it from the wall. 

“Hands off.” 

Lionell put his hands in the air and acted innocent. We weren't playing 
cops and robbers here, but I let it slide for now. Instead, I said, “They'll prob- 
ably all go to the guy’s family.” 

“Lucky bastards,” Lionell said with a toothy grin, “You could make a 
fortune on all this!” He threw his arms out dramatically. 

I crept inside and scanned the living room. All the other rooms were 
behind closed doors except for a hallway leading to a stairwell. I entered one 
of the rooms, finding what must have been the man’s office. There was a desk, 
but it could hardly be seen amongst the stacks upon stacks of paper littering 
the floor. The desk itself, once I could find it, was the most chaotic part of 
the room with half-written pages and clay figurines strewn across its surface. 
Some were taxes and letters, but a few seemed to be stories. 

I could scarcely imagine what so much paperwork was for, but after my 
last few cases, it crossed my mind that the paintings may be a part of some 
money laundering scheme. Careful not to touch anything, I glanced over the 
top pages of each stack. They were cover letters with titles such as “She Came 
From Another World” and “The Absence.” They sounded like book titles, and 
below each title was about a hundred pages of manuscript. Was this man a 
publisher, or did he write them? The latter was unlikely. Everyone in a town 
this small would know if an author this rich lived nearby. 

But this wasn't an inspection of character, we were searching for this 
man on the behalf of his family. I returned to the main room. 

Lionell was still admiring the paintings, babbling to himself. He stood 
before one depicting a snowman. It was so well done that from a distance I 
might have thought it was a photograph, except no one would take the time 
to build such a gigantic snowman in the middle of the desert. I wondered if 
he thought it was a picture. 

“What're you doing standing around instead of searching the house?” I 


asked. 
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Lionell turned around and scratched the back of his neck. “Sorry, sir, I 
just noticed something strange about these paintings.” He pointed to a corner 
of the canvas. “They’re all signed by the same guy: Goya Golds.” 

I sighed, “So he had a favorite artist, whatever; we're supposed to be 
looking for the man who lives here, not moseying around some art gallery. 
Why don’t you take that room over there?” 

I pointed to one of the remaining two closed doors and took the other 
one for myself. I glanced back at the paintings. Their variety made it hard to 
believe the same artist did them all, but I wasn’t about to waste my time on 
the clock like Lionell and check each signature. 

Both of the rooms we entered were non-descript except for the paint- 
ings. Lionell got the bathroom, and I had the kitchen, but both were com- 
pletely covered like a mosaic with paintings. In the bathroom, some were 
even stacked on top of others like a Jenga tower. They may have been full of 
art, but they were empty of any signs of a struggle or other explanations. The 
investigation would have to move upstairs. 

I grabbed Lionell, who was busy talking to himself in the bathroom 
mirror, and climbed the frustratingly thin steps. The walls closed in on us, 
and the wood creaked with every step I took. The stairs gave way to two more 
closed doors on our left and right. We entered the room on the right first. A 
gust of air escaped when I opened the door, and Lionell shivered. I expected 
him to say something, but we were both silenced. The room was wholly cov- 
ered in paintings, but this one was different. 

Not only were the paintings scattered across the floor and even affixed to 
the ceiling, but most of them were half-finished. There were even a few blank 
canvases left out. In the center was an easel with the nearly complete abstrac- 
tion of a frowning face staring back at us. We crept into the room looking 
for a body or something among the mess. Lionell stopped at the easel and 
brushed his hand on the corner of the unfinished painting. I slapped his hand 
and was about to scold him when he said, “It’s the same name.” 

“You cant mean he's the one who painted all these?” I asked. 

Lionell nodded. I gawked at the scene before us. There must have been 
nearly a hundred in that room alone. It was an uncomfortable thought. 

“My god. Poor man never got his big break,” I said. 

“Did he even try?” Lionell asked. “We woulda heard of some crazy pro- 
lific painter who could never sell this much art! Especially round here.” 

“Ah, well. There’s one more room to check in any case.” 

I proceeded to the next door, but Lionell stayed behind in melancholic 
awe of the painting room. It was the quietest I had ever seen him, so I let him 
be. Beyond the doorknob, our painter himself was sprawled out on the floor. 
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I didn't hesitate. I called Lionell over and kneeled before the body. The head 
was bruised. His bed was tall, so he could have fallen out of it, but he could 
have also been attacked. Best to cover all bases. 

“Lionell, Pm going to check this room for signs of a struggle. You go 
downstairs and see if there’s any evidence we missed of a break-in,” I said. 

Lionell ran downstairs, the familiar stench of smoke sadly not leaving 
with him. I withdrew a roll of white tape and made an outline of the man’s 
body before exploring the rest of the room. It would be the last portrait he 
ever had done. 

I placed an evidence marker on the bedsheets, which were thrown aside. 
Nothing else looked out of place. The lamp, nightstand, and drawers looked 
as if they had never been moved since the man bought them. In fact, a thin 
layer of dust had developed across the entire room, and since nothing ap- 
peared to have been tossed in a fight, I headed downstairs to check on Lio- 
nell. 

Smoke wafted up the stairs, justifying my check up. He must have lit 
another cigarette. Strangely, it didn’t smell of tobacco. As I neared the bottom 
of the steps, the first-floor light flickered and a wave of heat hotter than any 
summer washed over me. At the bottom of the stairwell, Lionell was gaping 
before a torrent of flames engulfing the front wall of the building. 

“LIONELL!” I shouted. He knew it wasn’t out of concern for his safety. 

Lionell trembled. “It must have been my cigarette butt,” he said. 

“Lionell you fu--” 

My arms shook from the blood boiling just below my skin. As much 
as I wanted to yell and scream and leave him here to learn his lesson, I had 
about as much of a chance of staying with the force as he does right now if I 
abandoned him. I ran up to a mostly unscathed wall and smashed my boot 
through a window. I dragged Lionell’s flailing arms over and threw him out- 
side, following after. 

From there, we could only watch and wait as the inferno tore down the 
man’s livelihood. The flames curled their glowing fists around each painting 
and crushed them to powder in their clutches. The fire department arrived 
just in time to drench whatever work survived. By the time the house was 
finally extinguished, it had become comfortably cold outside. Lionell paced at 
the entrance of the house, mumbling to himself, fastened to his mistake and 
to the owners. The darkness started to creep up my legs with its icy hands, 
having long since cooled my anger down. I walked up to Lionell and followed 
his gaze. Opposite the door, amidst the dripping black building, was the 


painting of the snowman. Its white body, once reflecting a sapphire sky, was 
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now blackened as the desert day became night, and the desert had suddenly 
sprung an oasis from the water droplets now plittering on its surface. 

It was the only painting that remained. 

“Whaddya think that one means?” He asked. His face was as immovable 
as the portraits upstairs. 

I shoved my hands into my pockets to keep the cold out. “What does it 
matter?” I asked. “No one ever got to see it.” I headed back to the squad car, 
whether he was going to join me or not. 

Lionell scanned the house one last time and followed me out. “What a 
shame,” he said. 

“Youre the shame,” I muttered to myself. I yanked out the car keys and 
twirled them on my finger. “Sure, he might have been able to make a fortune 
on all those paintings. But, now no one’s ever going to see them.” 

Lionell turned back to the house, “What was the point then?” 


Caleb Huppert 


Subsequential Denial - Opposite 
Michelle Marie 
Photograph 


52 





53 


god puts the stars to bed 


when all the lights go out in the universe, one by one, irll be like a 
shower of applause coming out of a place where you're not necessarily sup- 
posed to clap, like a movie theater or an ice cream shop. it'll be like everyone 
in the audience clapping only once, at different volumes, with different ex- 
pressions billowing up. lots of colors and loud noises and funny sound effects. 
like fireworks for millions of lightyears. probably some things will start going 
very fast, but it will look like they’re going very slow. probably sound will be 
suddenly different, and probably we'll figure out that every individual shape 
was just the same shape from different angles. probably we'll figure out a lot 
of things, but there will only be a few seconds to figure them out in and then 
god will be sweeping up the dust and gas and starting at it again. 

that’s how it started anyway: god gets bored of watching the whole thing 
spin. shell suck it all up and spit it out again. this time there will be heavi- 
er elements and more of them, and the planets will be bigger and different 
shapes, and there will be new, fun colors, and gravity will do more interesting 
things this time. let’s face it, god will say to herself, i think we need more 
fundamental particles and i think they need to combust more often. 
god will fish around in the dark pool next to her house and pull out a stout 
shape with a lot of twisty points, and she will do this several times and some- 
times cast the shape back into the water and mutter something like: no, we've 
already got one of those. 

then that’s how this consciousness shit starts again, anyway. god thinks 
maybe there could be more than what amounts to cosmic billiards. divine 
intervention doesnt impress the moons, and the Heisenberg principle only 
works when she’s not around to see it. 

god craves the drama of sentience. that’s why she sets herself in a little 
battered boat called mortality again and again, trillions of times in little bod- 
ies fashioned from stardust. that’s why she makes the universe thicker every 
time, it’s a puzzle for all her little minds working because of and in spite of 
each other. in mortality she finds conviction and love and ferocity, things she 
cant find fishing from the dark impassive pond to the left of her little bunga- 
low. she loves temporary things. she loves the story, and stories love ending. 
that’s why, when she wakes up from the dream again, she puts the stars to 
bed, one by one. 


Harper Reese 
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Magic happened in the 
salt kiln firing 


Eva Hart 
Ceramic 
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Meet the Jorksons: 
Form Follows Function 


(For the previous installments, see last two 
issues of the mag, or: stare into an old well, 
refuse to blink, think about bees.) 


INT. AN OLD CASTLE ON THE EDGE OF THE CITY. 
TECH and ROBBIE are in an old castle fighting ani- 


mated suits of armor. They are hitting the suits 
with broomsticks. It is incredibly effective. 





TECH: Let us! Show you! Our! Tickets! We just want 
to see the Marmalade Exhibit! 





ROBBIE: Marmalade! 


UMBRELLA KID and LILY, Tech’s teenage friend, run 
in from around the corner each carrying an armful 
of ancient books. BOUNCE, a very normal dog, is 
sliding along behind them over the floor as if it 
were frictionless, smashing into all of the walls. 








UMBRELLA KID: Aim for the head! 


Tech hits the suit again, sending its helmet 
spinning clockwise like a grogger. It falls into a 
pile of identical suits with an aluminum clang. 








TECH (exhausted): We really do have tickets. 
One of the fallen suits stifles a sneeze. 
INT. THE JORKSONS’ KITCHEN. 

BECK and NEW WEBSTER’S COLLEGIATE DICTIONARY are 


sitting at the kitchen table. New Webster 
is reading a newspaper. 
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BECK: There will be a Home-owner’s association 
meeting. 


NEW WEBSTER (concerned): What is that? 
BECK gestures to the ORB. The Orb PULSES 
VIOLENTLY. 





BECK: There have been noise complaints. Some of 
the neighbors think that there is noise. Not 
always, but some! 


times. Noise happens when air is 
compressed. I th 


ink the Orb compresses the air. 





The Orb PULSES again. A glass shatters. 


NEW WEBSTER: 





I don’t understand why the Orb needs 
to be addressed. 


BECK: You understand the orb? 





NEW WEBSTER: I think the orb is where it’s 
supposed to be. 





BECK: 








I think the Home-owner’s association does 
not think that. 





Beck takes the pepper shaker and the Orb drops 
apart. A LAUGH TRACK plays. 


BECK: Huh. 





The Orb parts reassemble themselves, and continue 
PULSING, shattering New Webster’s tea cup as he 
attempts to take a drink and shattering the plate 
that Beck’s croissant is on. They continue in 

Silence as if nothing is happening. 











NEW WEBSTER: “Tranquil” four letters? 


BECK: Hmm. 
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Her coffee cup shatters. 
BECK: Shit. 
INT. CASTLE. 


The children rush up and down several flights of 
stairs and peak inside a series of rooms that are 
increasingly not the Marmalade Exhibit. Umbrella 

Kid opens the door on a room full of slowly 
rotating lamps. Tech opens a door to a room full 
of other doors. Robbie opens a door to a single 
POTTED FERN. Robbie stares blankly at the fern. 

Tech opens a door on a room that drops off 

into a deep, dark chasm. 
The walls move like insects. 














TECH (annoyed): Once again, this is not the 
Marmalade Exhibit! 





Umbrella Kid opens a door on a room full of 
slightly different rotating lamps. Lily opens a 
door on two suits of armor having a tea party. 

They both turn to look at her. 





LILY: Oh gosh! So sorry. 
She closes the door and leans against it. 
LILY: That was so awkward. 


Robbie stands outside a door hesitantly, and then 


bursts through. The fern is in exactly the same 


place as it was before. He seems disappointed. 














Bounce, vibrating, opens a door revealing another, 
identical Bounce. Both Bounces’ hind legs begin to 
float, as gravity is negated. 
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LILY: Okay. Okay... Marmalade Exhibit. Think... 
marmalade. 





The door opens to the same two suits of armor. One 
is giving the other a massage while it lies ona 
chiropractor’s table. They both look at Lily. 
LILY: Oh my God! I’m so sorry! I = gosh, I...ah! 
She closes the door. 

LILY: HHHHHHHHHH. 


INT. — THE CASTLE HALL. 


TECH: I don't get it. The map says 
it's on this floor. 





Just then, in the other room, the Bounces’ 
collide softly. They pop like balloons. With a 
fizzle, the children are standing in a gallery with 
framed posters of marmalade, informational 
plaques about marmalade, jars of different 
types of marmalade on pedestals, and a handful 
of gallery patrons wearing marmalade-themed hats 
and carrying marmalade-themed handbags. 











TECH: Huh. (Pause.) Cool. 


INT. AN ATRIUM. 





A few dozen people are mingling creating 
indistinct CONVERSATION in a large glass-walled 
room. There is a table with CHEESE and FRUIT. This 
is a Home-owners association meeting. 





A door manifests in the middle of the cheese 
table, destroying it irrevocably. There are two 
loud thuds, and the final Jorkson, MISTER, a tall, 
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thin entity in a top hat and three-piece suit, 
enters through the door, followed by Beck and New 
Webster. 





Mister opens their mouth and there is a PROLONGED 
SCREECH OF RENDING METAL. 


The LAUGH TRACK plays. 


NEW WEBSTER: Is this a Home-owners association? 





BECK: I suppose one can’t be sure. 
Beck stands on the table. 


BECK: Attention, noise-hearers! I have brought the 
Orb. 


The Orb floats out from the door and oscillates 
randomly above Beck. 


The Jorkson children and Lily arrive wearing “I 
opened a dimensional rift to the Marmalade Exhibit 
and all I got was this dumb T-shirt” shirts. 








BECK: We have the Orb completely under control. 
The Orb can now do tricks. Observe: Orb! Sit! 


The Orb PULSES VIOLENTLY and the entire room 
VIBRATES like an elastic band. 





BECK: Orb! Stop doing that. 


The Orb explodes and reforms. Time distends and 
melts like hot taffy. The room flashes yellow. The 
home-owners clutch their ears against the 
vibrations, rattling blast like microphone 
feedback. 





BECK: Bad Orb! Roll over! Roll over for treat! 
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Bounce is pulling against the leash, as if drawn 
magnetically to the Orb. The leash doesn’t break. 


TECH: Oh no! The leash broke! 


The leash, which had missed its cue, snaps in half 

lengthwise like a cheese-stick. Bounce stares 

blankly at the children, then evaporates with a 
loud bang. 





The tumult grows unbearable even for the Jorksons: 
chthonic, orotund, piercing and round like a jet 
engine. Lily and all of the home-owners topple 
onto the floor. Bounce appears above the Orb, 
mouth open. 





TECH (clutching her ears): BOUNCE! You can’t just 
keep eating our problems! 


BOUNCE: Tech Jorkson. We are your denouement. We 
are the last word in your poem. We are your 
unravelling and your ravelling. The name of every 
ending. We are a good boy. We are a good boy, and 
we deserve a snack. This cannot be changed. 





Bounce is a mandala spiraling around the Orb, 
room-filling, unfolding crystalline, entropic. The 
bounces coalesce in a lateral sweep and there is a 

ringing silence. Bounce consumes the Orb. 


TECH: Ugh. Bounce! 


BECK: Revel in the supreme domesticity of the Orb! 





NEW WEBSTER (aside to Beck): I still don’t 
understand what a Home-owner’s association is. 








The suits of armor have stolen the cheese table. 


THE END. 
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